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[ONE PENNY. 


SLOPER’S £1,000 PRIZE—-RESULT. 


* Papa’s return to town has been marked by the bestowal of his £1,000 Prize. Fear, lest Blood Stained Bill should carry out his threat to ‘vamooze with 
the oofkins,’ compelled Pa to take it about with him during his Seaside Crawl. An appointment wus made for Mr. GrorcE J. Hicks, the winner, to meet Papa 


and Lord Tennyson at the Railway Station. It is to be regretted that the exact spot on the Platform was not more clearly defined in the Telegram. 
Mr. Hicks says he naturally thought the Buffet was meant. It’s a great pity. Poor Papa’s better now, but he has been friyhtfully chippy !?’—Toorstr.. 
PREPARING FOR MICHAELMAS. THE MUTINEERS. 


In 1814, two British men-o'-war, cruising in the Pacific, 
made Pitcairn’s Island, and, on nearing the shore, observed 
a few naked natives coming down a steep descent, with 
their canoes on their shoulders, and, in a few minutes, per- 


up the side with extraordinary agility, stood on the dec 


% ceived one of those little vessels darting through a heavy 
y rr (Qe " Z Ds = { i surf and paddling towards their ships. But great was their 

Ye (\ 4 « K AY 1,1 Vi Zi iW : qi) astonishment when a clear musical voice hailed them in 

‘ MZ \ a - . =~ \ AN ; A Q good English with, “ Won't you heave us a rope?” 

] Gis = a. ‘|| The rope was quickly heaved, and the speaker, springin 

‘4 

‘di 


before them. In answer to the question, “Who are you?” 

he replied, “Thursday October Christian.” He, it seemed, 

had been born ona Thursday, in October, and he was the 
son of Christian, the chief of the mutineers of the Bounty. 

Young Christian was, at that time, about twenty-four 

years ole. a tall, handsome youth, fully six feet high, with 

: f d black hair and an open, interesting countenance. He wore 

= es ; no clothes, except a piece of cloth around his loins, and a 

o~ = = straw hat ornamented with black cock's feathers. He had 

| a fine figure and well shaped, muscular limbs. His skin was 

tanned by exposure to fhe weather, and his face very brown. 


He spoke English correctly, and his frank, ingenuous 
deportment excited in all compassion and interest. The 
little unknown colony was _ prosperous, and all there lived 
in peace and unity, yet it had had its birth in crime and 
bloodshed. In December, 1787, Captain Bligh set sail from 


1. “Nothing like buying a live goose and fattening it up for 2. Mustifoot accepts the invitation and 3. And, instead, makes the best of his way over the 
yourself, Look at him, lad! look at him! Don't he make departs. “Now,” murmurs G ‘oghead, “T garden wall, Groghead following. Our worthy friend 
your mouth water, eh? By-the-by, come and dine with me to- think I'll settle the beauty’s ash. Kim was found about three hours afterwards grovelling in 
morrow.” Thus spoke Groghead to his trusted friend Mustifoot. _ bere!” But the goosedeclined to“kim,”"— four feet of mud—and the goose had gone for ever. 
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j 
Spithead with officers and crew, to the number of forty-four, ona 
| voyage to Otaheite, for the purpose of purchasing bread fruit-trees. 
| They were received with the greatest kindness, and there appears 
| to have been a vast amount of love and liquor to the end, so much, 
in fact, that, when at length they set sai! aguin, the crew were most 
reluctant to depart from a place of which the captain, in his deeply 
interesting narrative, says, “The allurements of dissipation were 
beyond anything that can be conceived.” 

They left Otaheite on April 4th, 1789, and on the 28th a mutiny 
broke out. The captain was fallen on whilst he slept, and he and 
eighteen others were lowered into a boat and cast adrift. 

Their sufferings were dreadful, They had searcely any food, 
they had not room to stretch their limbs, and were racked by 
cramp. The rain poured down on them for days, soaking them to 
the skin. When the sun shone at intervals, they stripped and 
dried their clothes as best they could, Catching one or two birds, 
the captain divided them, and they were eaten raw, entrails and 

t all. Once, too, they fell into the hands of savages, and one of their 
number was stoned to death, all the rest being cruelly bruised and 


wounded. 
| At length, on June 12th, the captain writes, “At three in the 
4 morning, with an excess of joy, we discovered Timor,” after a 


} voyage of 3,618 miles in an open boat. On reaching land, the Dutch, 

| English and Indians gazed in awe on these “spectres, whose 

g vastly countenances, if the cause had been unknown, would rather 

have excited terror than pity.” Their bodies were nothing but 

skin and bone, their limbs full of sores. They were clothed in rags, 
|} and tears of joy trickled down their haggard cheeks, 

4 Meanwhile, the mutineers did not have a happy time of it. 

} Quarrels arose among them, and the party broke up; some were 

killed by their companions and some by the natives. Some who 

were captured by English officers sent out after them, perished by 


the foundering of the ship in which they were prigoners. Ten were 


brought to England and very roughly used, and three of these were 
hanged, 
° * ° ° ° 


| * 
1} “ Pretty near as bad as the ten little niggers,” lisped Alexandry. 
(Nert week,“ A French Cheat.” ) 


| TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
| = 
*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
Ht should inclose a stamped enrclope large cnough te contain the 
) contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps, 


it Thanks muchly, Grace, for what you say: Our work, indeed, is 
1 4 Sar from play. Pic, JACOB JONES, for one so young, The language 
i! is—well, rather strong. Yow re certain, Ros, to come to grief, 
{ Your new career will be but brief; Dut do not poverty deride, 
41) For Providence will humble pride. V. BP. inquires, with start- 
| ling cheek, How much our staff is paid a week; But as praps 
he but means to chaff, We'll answer— much again as half! J, 

Jack will turn to our Campane, He there will sind the winner's 

f name, Thanks for the relic; really we Are pleased to hear from 
' O'ER THE SEA. A. SLOPER, now his tour is done, Can here be 
seen by anyone; Sv when you pass, JOHN, just step in— And, 

hush! we'll whisper, bring the gin. No, thank you, LEX, of such 

awreteh We really can't acecpt a sketch, Now yor're the oof, 

Tim, don't be rash, But send to us all your spare cash, 

es 
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JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


= 
Wuen a wife is wild, she is wild. “There's nothing like the 
jealousy of women,” says Jones. “When I begin to nurse the cat, 
nang me, if the old woman doesn’t say that I am studying the 
pattern of the latest dress improver, and that I want to send a 
copy of verses to the nearest ladies’ paper on the strength of 
‘Some loves take their pennorth on the tram car.’ Dear me! the 
world is really too sad.’ oe 
= 


Way do they call a aed! eating-house a slap-bang shop?— 

Recause they're always whacking the servants, | suppose. Don't- 

cherknow yer London yet? es 
* 


“THAT'S what I call great cry and little wool,” said the barber, 
asthe customer swore at him forten consecutive minutes for giving 
him a French crop instead of the customary “ Very little off, 
please.” MORAL—Never get your hair cut when youre slespy. 

| ad 
x 
“Tr you love me as T love you, 
No axe our love shall sever; 
And hand in hand through life, my queen, 
We'll wander vu together.” 


Thus spake the lover; but, alas! 
Without his host he’s reckoned. 
No axe was used ; her father’s boot 

Just did it ina second, 
s* 
* 

“WELL,” said Jorkins, “Tam nof o fast man.” Then said Jones, 
“You're not quite so quick as to sneak a man’s season ticket and 
pawn it fora cigarette case, and youre not so slow as to have to 
swallow a ginger brandy betore you go for a tortoise.” 


se 
s 


’ “On, Ringboy!” exclaimed a friend, “seen young Blewquids 
lately? I hear he’s really making money on the turf at last.” 
“Yes, I believe he is,” responded Ringboy ; “he sells race cards 
now, you know.” ee 
= 


SHE was young and darlingly. She wore the patent big size dish- 
| cover that now passes for the old time honoured birdcage of com- 
merce. She looked something like a figure when you saw her 
j shadow on the ground, sun in her face. It looked like a big beetle 
j tying to get intoathimble, Still, that ain’t no particular reaso.. 
why any really nice young person should alter the shape of her 
costume to make the tram car decidedly heavier. 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 388.—The “ Back in Town" Costume. 


He. T was at the swarry last night. You 
shoul! have been there—imusic charming ! I quite 
lost myself. 

She. What a pity yon fonnd yourself again! 


A TIP-TOP TURNIP. 
Not mashed yet, though. 


o 


WANS " 


Doctor. Yee, your wife is a little unwell, Mr. Grangehall, and I think she would 
derive benefit from a little ehange— 

Wife (who has been worryiny her husband to send her to the seaside, interrupting). 
There, I told you so, John! 

Doctor (resuming). Of diet. So, if yon will carry out my instructions to the 
letter, in a day or two you will be as well as ever you were in your life. 


“ The dress is now worn with a fringe 
at the bottom, and the sleeves open at 
the elbow."—Z£xztract srom Fashion 
Paper. 


WHY, INDEED? 


“Oh, why am I so beautiful!” 
(Sighs.) “Hurght" 


Sac 


| wine and seedy biscuits. 


ae ee ee 


| 
| 


' Tam. 


(Saturday, October 3, 1891, 


It is hard thing to be cruelly misunderstood, is it not? They 
said that the sweet sounds only came from the sighs that Tootsie 
was giving when she'd parted from his lordship just three hours and 
a-half ago. “Sighs!” said Mrs. Sloper ; “it’s only that confounded 
cat as is that greedy that it has choked itself with the skewer 
because it thought it was a new patent crackling on the regulation 
ha'porth,” id 


WHEN they sed by Miss Slamminitopen’s boarding school a 
noise was hosed like kiss-in-the-ring maguitied, or Saturday after- 
noon punishment on, “What's that?” said Snookins. “Oh, 
nothing; it's only the drawing mistress making the fat French 
governess laugh so hearty over her last ‘ALLY’ that her buttous 
keep bursting off into the mutton broth.” 


* 

Sune laid her little golden head 
Upen his manly breast, . 
Whilst on her ripe, red, pouting lips 

A kiss of love he pressed. 
He died in agony, alas ! 
The doctors said his death 
Was due entirely, they were sure, 
To onion scented breath, 


s 
ALLY is very sorry to hear of the German reverse in Africa. He 
is still more absolutely sorry to know that the reverse of his 
yarments, try what he can, can never prevent him from being 
now fora “Blue Pig” barman trying to play chess without the 


ed 
s 


“Haw, I seem to know your face, haw. Haven't I seen you 
somewhere befah?” remarked young Shoddykins, patronizingly, 
to a quiet looking man whom he met in the foyer of the “ Friv." 
“You have,” was the response : “I attended to you when you took 
vour dress-clothes out of pawn this afternoon. Perhaps you——”" 
but Shoddykins had fled. + 


Theosophical Mother. Adolphus, you must admit that the 
influence of our cult is felt. 

Flippant Youth. Oh, yes, ma; it’s bound to be felt, ma, because, 
don'tcherknow, it’s all round Ma-hatma, 


s 

Mrs. SCATTEROATS has recently returned from a month's holi- 
day on the Continent. Speaking of her trip to a friend, the other 
night, she said, “The only time | was reminded of England was 
when, during a railway journey, I heard the porters calling out the 
names of the stations. I couldn't understand a single word they 
said, and, oh! you can't tell how homelike it seemed.” 

* 

THEY say there is no romance nowadays, but 1 think there 
is. It was dear Belinda who asked her George to save up all his 
tramcar tickets—lovely relics of their love. She used them to stuff 
the modern side-ways dish cover, which was once known as the bird- 
cage ; and rather than that she should not look her best, that fellow 
took as many as ten goes at a penny, from Camden Town to Euston 
Road, every day. Nothing like going for a good figure, is there? 

* 


I HAVE heard of a man having the jumps before now, but he had 
it bad when he actually got lockjaw from his studs being shaken 


into his boots and cutting through the muscles of his instep. 
ss 


* 
“An!” said the extra lady, “the world ain't all exactly port 
Last year [ was in affluence. Such a big 
locket, that I kept in it a powder-puff and a ham sandwich ; but 
now I've got such a bundle of leaving-shop tickets that  thev 
were made into a mash and used for stufting, they would make me 
an apparent looking 14 stone figure. And that’s life on the stage:” 


* 
SAID a man to the boss of this journal, 
“T want half a quid for this, Colonel.” 
The editor read the poem and said, — 
“Oh! you go to—ahem !—regions infernal.” 
* 


td 

SLOPER says there is nothing like sparing the rod and spoiling 
the child; so the other day he made up his mind that he would let 
Alexandry have what for. But he had been “ Blue Pig "-ing it,and 
it was a most curious thing that he should have taken the new 
double breasted broomstick and knocked the apple pie into 
smithereens. I don’t know which Alexandry missed the most—the 
apple pie or the broomstick. * 


The i fae So you don't visit with the Jollisorts? 
Mrs. Jumtupp. Oh, dear, no; of course, we couldn't descend to 
their level. 
The Squirc. Quite so. One doesn’t descend upwards, 
s* 


“T STARTED in life with only one halfpenny,” boasted a rich 
adventurer. “Wasn't ita bad one?” inquired one of his pigeons. 
so 


* 

A TALL official looking man, with a pocket book in his hand, 
called upon our friend Sneeker the other evening and observed, 
“I beg your pardon, Mr. Sneeker, but I believe ‘you possess a—ah, 
yes—a black retriever dog with a white patch on his breast. 

isions of unpaid dog taxes burst upon Sneeker, and with great 
energy he replied, “Oh, no; oh, dear no! Nothing of the kind! 
He’s a poor stray brute who followed me home, but he does not 
belong to me; indeed, I’ve told the servant to take him to the 
police station half a dozen times.” “Oh, indeed,” said the stranger, 
“that is all right, then, only my client, Mr. Robinson, accidentally 
shot the dog, this morning, and I came round to compromise the 
matter by offering you five pounds, but, of course, as heis nut your 
dog—why, good evening !” a « [Sneeker left kicking himself. 

s 


Swell. I've been wondering what you'd call my eye-glass on the 


stage. 
‘Ma rgery. Oh, we should call that a window prompt side—in flat! 
¥ s.* 


* 

It’s wonderful what tender hearts some women have; I never 
knew a woman yet who sympathized with another because she 
squealed out when she was kissed in the tunnel, nor did I ever 
know a sweet female what didn’t rather enjoy than otherwise when 
her dearest friend, at ‘Appy 'Ampstead, sat down on the furze 
bush, because she mistook it for her Ilenry’s lap. 


= 
“HAVE youa pin?” the lover said, 
As in his coat he tried 
To fix a dainty button-hole, 
“T’ve not,” the maid replied. 
A little later, though, when he 
That pretty maid embraced, 
He found she'd got a monstrous one 
Concealed about her waist. 
= 


* 
Young Simpleton. 1 wouldn't marry the cleverest woman on 
h 


earth. 

Chum, Why not? 

Young Simpleton. ‘Cos she might happen to be more clever than 
0, thank you ; one not quite so sharp will be good enough 
for me, +" 


THE clock had struck eleven, and she had yawned at least twice 
that number of times; she had forbade him to replenish the fire, 


| and, in fact, had done all in her power to get him to depart, but in 


vain. And at last, in desperation, she sat down at the steel- 
framed - celeste -actioned - trichorded - on-the-three-years’-systent 
piano, and raised her rich, fresh young voice in a masterly render- 
ing of “Good Night, Beloved”; but yet he did not take the hint, 
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Saturday, October 3, 1891.] ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
~ ‘TOOTSIE HOMEWARD BOUND. UNEXPECTED. 


—— 


Yrs, dears, the holiday is over. When we left the Isle of Man, 
we came through Liverpoo!, and on to the rare old city of Chester, 
with its hundreds 
of gable ends, old 
black beams, rude, 
uneven steps, wide 
casements and 
overhanging rows ; 
its ancient walls, 
its grand cathedral, 
its crumbling 
priory, and its 
“Blossom's,” 
whereat Alfred 
Malby and | and 
the other girls 
dined re mg and 
afterwards had a 
very pleasant chat 
with the younz, 
pretty and gracious 


Jandlady. In the 
evening, we went 
to the Royalty 


Theatre, where 
Willoughby’s very 
clever company 
were playing 
Betsy, Alfred, of 
course, being the 
“coach,” and Wil- 
loughby the Baby. 
If they’re on the 
road down your 
way, don't miss 
Greeting our arrival. them. 

Then, dressed as 
boys, we all went down a salt mine in a barrel, and Alfred was 
afraid Lardi Longsox would be a straw overweight and burst out 
the bottom, at which we shrieked in chorus, 

Next day we sampled Stratford-on-Avon, and saw the house 
where the Bard, or someone else, kept a butcher's shop; and we 
dined at Washington Irving's hotel, and wrote our names ina lot 
of books in company with a number of pretty girls from the 
“ULS.A.,” “ Mas.,” “N, York,” “Boston” and “Frisco.” And at 
length, our journey coming to an end at Leicester, we travelled up 
to town ina Pullinan, and found at St. Pancras quite a crowd of 
the knob-stick sucking brigade assembled to greet us, with every- 
one holding in his eye a glass he dropped as we came in, 
However, a3 they all saw ever so much better unglazed and 
unframed, it was all right, and the way the dear, silly things 
cheered would have made the choruses of the Frivy, Chivy and 
Hi Boyshi Tan- 
tivy Theatres die 
of envy to the 
slowest music. 

My revered 
parent, other- 
wise poor, dear, 
wretched, wrong 
ike Pa, was 

alancing about 
on the top step 
of the Palatial 
Ruin, Dogshire, 
on Batter-super- 
Mare (from 
which he fell off 
later on) and 
bestowed the 
chaste salute on 
the marble brows 
of his child and 
that Tottie Good- 
enough. A Ger- 
man-silver band 
coming up about 
the same time, 
played Sir Arthur 
Sullivan’s song 
of “The Judge” 
to the tune of 
“The Rat- 
eatcher’s 
Daughter.” Pa 
didn't like it. Mee a 

The County of London, I observe, is still where I left it, if not 
more 80, having fringed on in the suburban districts. The Battersea 
Nightingales have been refilled with new works, warranted not to 
ret out of order very much, even if rained on. Billiam, the Blood- 
hele is tunnelling from our terrace to an Island on the Lake, 
and, we trust, will on the way break into gaspipe and suffocate 
himself beneath the earth. Alexandry has eaten something that 
se not altogether quite agreed with him, and looks very whitey- 

rown, 

After all, there is no place like London, even outside it, and what 
a jolly play A Sailor's Anot_is, at Drury Lane, and how awfully 
clever the Dalvs are, at the Lyceum; and how delightful is Ado 


Welcome Home. 


Rehan; and isn’t little Clara Jecks grand in The Trumpet Cuil, | 


when she tells the little soldier chap—he is sixteen and wants to 
marry her—that she herself is eighteen and “old enough to be his 
mother"? And how 
capital Wilfrid Shine 
is in Arrah-na- Pogue. 
at the Princess’, and 
what a splendid brogue 
he has. And have you 
been to the Tivoli since 
Charlie Morton _ has 
heen installed there? 
What a programme! 
And what a really light, 
Wright and fairly 
healthy place the home 
of the Cockneys hap- 

ns to be when you 
iave not been there 
for some little time! 
Ju future I fancy we 
may stroll = around 
among the theatres 
and halls, and I pos- 
sibly may be able to 
give you some small 
notion of shows worth 
seeing, from Newgate 
tothe Novelty and the 
Empire to the Electric 
Railway at Stockwell. 

Bob has gone down in 
the country to see how 
much more of his Pa’s 
ancestral hall has 
tumbled down; but the 
Dook Snook and Billy 
are, however, in town, 
tilly being the object of much attention from the juvenile popula- 
tion, who can't make up their minds as to whether or not he 
has grown thinner, 


Neturn of the Wanderers, 


! 


THE merry laughter rippled round, 
The yiasses gaily jingsed, 

And tuneful music, with the sound 
Of happy banter mingled ; 

We banished care from heart and mind, 
‘Time seemed to stay his wing, 

As loth to leave such mirth beuind— 
And you were asked to sing. 

Strange! in a moment all was hushed, 
The smile from sweet lips faded, 

It seemed as though our hearts were crushed, 
And all our brows were shaded, 

What in a moment had occurred, 
Such utter gloom to bring? 

’Twas this: you took us at our word, 
Aud said that you would sing ! 


—_—_—__.»—__—_ 


THE HISTORY OF ENGLAND. 
By A, SLOPER, Esq., F'.0.M. 
(Being further annotated, enlarged,and generally knocked about.) 
CHAPTER XIV, 
Henry V. 13 to 1422, 


Tlenry V. was a great king. 
They show his helmet in Westminster Abbey at the present day. 


| There is a little doubt as to whether it might have been a cual 


scuttle. It is not a saucepan nora gallon can, It's a bit mixed. 

When Henry V. became king, he turned his back on his old pals, 

Everybody says that this showed his virtue, 

He said to Arthur de Sloper, “Go forth !"'"—not third, or second. 

This was kind of him. 

When a man’s had a good time with his old pals, and that man 
comes into a bit of substantial oof, it's very curious how virtuous 
he becomes. 

They oofed him years ago, but he thinks the question of oof 
business is su very low down, 

Why should people part half-crowns? 

When Henry V. had a whole crown of his own, he dropped the 
dollar business very suddenly. 

Henry V, went and fought the French. This was very good of 
him. He licked the Freuch at the battle of Agincourt. ie killed 
ten thousand Frenchmen, 

There is no particular reason why he should have done it at all, 
but these things sound nice. 
io ue field of Agincourt, Arthur de Sloper nobly distinguished 

mself, 

He was told to charge the enemy. He didn't charge the enemy 
too much, not even the price of fourpenn'orth. 

The King said to him, “A murrain on thee, false loon!” 

In those days, when people didn’t care to kuock other people's 
brains out, they were always called false loons. 

Nowadays, we are more civilized. 

Occasionally we have an ex-President blow his brains out ; and 
people get starved in Russia; and we have only about a hun- 
dred a week dying in London because they haven't got enough 
to eat. 

Henry V. died at the early age of thirty-four. 

He couldn't have any more battles and kill any more French. 
This was very, very sad. 

If he had done a few more massacres there might have been a 
few more statues to him in London in the present day. 

Whittington, the Lord Mayor of London, who made his fortune 
ee pte tr cat, lived in the reign of Heury V., and if you go up 
Highgate Hill you will see the stone now where Whittington sat 
when he heard the bells ring, “Turn again, Whittington, Lord 
Mayor of London!” 

If you try to sit on that stone now and listen to any bells the 
chances are that you'll be run in—that’s the advantage of living 
nowadays, 

Arthur de Sloper was a great friend of Whittington'’s. He might 
have been Lord Mayor himself, only he eventually died at an early 
age from too much “ Unsweetened,” mingled with cockles and any- 
thing else in the restaurant way that could be bought for coppers. 


PROFESSIONAL FRIENDS. 
No. 4.—THE BARRISTER. 


SEE where he stands in wig and bands, 

With frowning brow and outstretched finger ; 
Our time is short, but still in court 

For just oue moment let us linger. 


We have a shock, for, in the dock, 
There stands a ruffian quite appalling, 
Who's thrashed his wife and passed his life 
In every kind of brutal brawling. 


But counsel says in all his days 
He never met so mild a creature ; 
That Christian grace is in his face, 
And truth and kindness in each feature. 


“He would not try to hurt a fly; 
He's quite incapable of fury. 

Oh! never can eso good a man 
Meet injury from a British jury.” 


We feel Kewsee has earned his fee ; 
But, still that he can do but little; 
We go away and read next day 
That he's procured the man’s acquittal ! 


——2 


THE LACONICAL PRISONER. 


“You are charged——” began Mr. Haden Corser, addressing the 
prisoner. 

“Charged!” interrupted the prisoner. “Ha, ha! your worship 
refers to the stirring lines of Scott, * Charge, Chester, charge! On, 
paven on! were the last words of Marmion.’ Oh, for a 

laste! 

“Never mind Marmion, he is dead,” smiled the magistrate. 

“Dead !”" ejaculated he in the dock—“dead!— As says Macbeth, 
‘Better be with the dead, whom we, to gain our peace, have sent to 
pence, than on the torture——'” 

“Stop that, sir. We want no Macbeth here. What have you to 
say about being drunk?" 

“What have J to say? Rather does your worship mean what 
hath the poet Dryden to say? Why, sir, in his ‘Cymon and 
Iphigenia” he says, ‘Of securing arms to make a short essay ; 
Fear hasten to be drunk, the business of the day; Better to 
runt in . 

“The policeman found you in the gutter asleep——” 

“Oh, sleep, gentle sleep! Nature's restorer!” 

“Your language, upon being awakened, he describes as vile—” 

“Naught on this earth so vile, but to the earth some special good 
doth bring—Shakespeare.” 

“Have you a wife?” 

“Wife—i’ fegsa—not I! With Sir Philip Sydney I say, ‘they are 
impediments to great enterprises !'” 

“Any questions to ask the constable?” 

“No, for I cannot say with Hudibras, ‘Thou hast outrun the 
const——'" 

“Seven days’ imprisonment. Call the next case.” 

As he bowed to the magistrate and waved an adieu to the only 
pressman present, the representative of the Abucy Park Advertiser, 
he soliloquized, “Perhaps ‘tis best, for solitude is oft the best 
society, aud short retirement urges sweet return: Milton.” 
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HOW BETSY JANE WENT TO THE BAD. 


IN the refuse littered gutter of a squalid slum, a man of brigand 
type pounds away at a piano-organ, while foot passenger traftic 
along the uneven 
pavement is con- 
gested by a crowd 
of street arabs. 
The man turns the 
handle, and the 
instrument gives 
out its strains as 
mechanically as 
though it were a 
sausage machine, 
But mark with 
what zest the 
slum brats dance 
to the jingling 
sound ;_ specially 
mark that pair of 
damozels aged, 
apparently, ten or 
eleven years, See 
how their ill cased 
feet twinkle in 
the step dance; 
with what ease 
they negotiate the 
stones ; how true 
to time they beat, 
Hornpipe — gives 
place to waltz, 
und the two little 
ones wind soune 
with a etry oO 
iaticatkar would 
not disgrace a 
ballroom. 

So, at least, thinks the beady eyed man who watches them from 
across the road. 

A drab of a woman darts from a doorless house, roughly seizes 
one of the twain, and screeches— 

“Get indoors with yer; and don't let me catch yer jiggin’ out 
here with that hussy of a Betsy Jane agen, or else I'll limb yer. 
| won't ‘ave yer ‘sochiate at tall with that Betsy Jane, who'll go to 
the bad as sure as my name's what it is.” 

How truly the prophecy of the lady was fulfilled ! 


In the gutter, 


« a « * * * 

Three years have elapsed. Betsy Jane having been spotted by 
the bendy eyed one, is nightly doing a song and dance turn at 
Blazeimo's Music Hall, 
where her performances 
are nightly received with 
rapturous ovations, 

The daughter of the 
lady named “ Whatitis” 
has been preserved from 
such a fate, thanks to 
her mother's tender care, 
and is working in a 
match-box factory at the 
East End very many 
hours for very few pence. 

* 


* 

Another year passes. 
Poor Betsy Jane, still on 
her downward track, has 
reached the boards of a 
West End theatre de- 
voted to opera bmuffe. 
Bouquets, containing 
bracelets, are rained on 
her, and mashers vie for 
the honour of taking her 
to supper o’ nights and 
up river and to Brighton 
on Sundays. So she tra- 
vels, step by step, down 
/ the decline. 

The daughter of 
“ Whatitis,"” meantime is 
contemplating retire- 
ment from match-box 
manufacture. She is, her 
fond mother proudly announces, “engaged” to a young man who 
combines the professions of river pirate and public-house loafer, 
and who takes her out of evenings and Sundays, and when in 
indifferent funds lets her, as a matter of course, pay for the twos 
of “s'rub hot” they consume. 

* 


At Blazcimo's Music Hall. 


* * * * * 
Yet another year. The Intter of our twain is married, and a 
badly nourished baby hangs at her breast. It is night, and she is 
returning home from work, for her husband believes in the equality 
of the sexes and woman’s progress so far as to concede to her the 
poud post of bread-winner, She is not walking very fast, for she 
is so weak and ill, and even the frail burden in her arms seems 
heavy. She is roughly hustled from behind by her husband, who, 
emerging from a public-house, shutiles after her to hasten her foot- 
steps, and assails her 
eara with a volley 
of low, brutal abuse. 
Why, if any _man 
threw at poor Betsy 
Jane any one of the 
epithets which this 
man showers at his 
wife, any one of poor 
Betsy ane’s many 
admirers would an- 
nihilate him; but 
the wife trudges on 
with the cur at her 
heels, 

They pass the 
stage-door of the 
theatre, and are im- 
mersed in the crowd 
that waits to see 
pom misguided 
3etsy Jane trip 
daintily across the 
pavement to her 
smart broughatin, 
while a bevy of at- 
tentive swells bear 
her furs, her boas, 
her fan and her bou- 
quets, The immacu- 
lately attired youth 
who bids her the last 
“Good night!” and 
tells the coachman 
“Home!” is a vis- 
count, and he has this night successfully pleaded with poor Betsy 
Jane to share his coronet. 

Betsy Jane was not particularly anxious to resign her life of honest 
toil for the gilded ease of a title and swell houses in town and 
country, but felt impelled to accept her destiny. 

Poor Betsy Jane! What a tribute has been the turn of events to 
the lady rejoicing in the name of * Whatitis "! 


They pass the stage-door. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


(Saturday, October 3, 1891. 


Boy. Look out! here's the real Bogie Man 
coming. But it was only one of the Vigilant 
Soviety's Members (for the Suppression of 
Jutoxicating Driuks) going his rounds, 


AT THE “PROMS.” Sag ioe heh ale 


__A split drink, 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE 


©,° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIB’S FRIENDS. 


ae ] by 
“ity tn " 
WT huaway! 


It is not true that Lord Salisbury suggested to A. SLOPER that he should interview 
the Sultan of Turkey. Jt is certainly a fact that the Mitylene scare gave the 
Eminent the idea. (1). “Which isthe way to the palace, old Turkey Rhubarb ?” 
politely asked A. SLOPER of one of the Sultan's Black Guards, “Third turning to 
the right, and keep straight on, and you'll come to it; then take the second door on 
your lett.”"——(2). Now to take that second door, A. SLOPER naturally had to pass 
the first, on which was inscribed the legend, “The Harem. Private. No Admission 
except on Business,” Then it was that A. SLOPER’S memory failed him. “ Let's 
see,” said he, “he said the first door, 1 fancy.” So he pushed it open and entered. 
A lovely young subject of the Ottoman dynasty was sitting ona piece of furniture of 
that name, singing softly to herself, and accompanying herself on a species of musica) 
warming-pan. “Permit me,” said A. SLOPER, and gently taking the instrument 
from her he rattled off in masterly style, “ Hi-tiddley-hi-ti!" and “ Annie Rooney.” 
The maiden clapped her hands with delight——(3), And then she sang him a love 


THE ELDER’S 


No. 202.—M1s3 ANNIE EVENS. 
“Td sacrifice my life, my all, could I but call her mine.” 
—The Dook Snook 
—Lord Bob, 


“There are nut words in English tongue with which to half 
express her clurms,” —The Hon, Billy, 


“ A jewel among jewels.” 


WATER-PROOF AGAINST THEFT. 


water just asI am—don't have to leave my clothes on the 
beach to be stolen, see?” 


“1 shall not be able to meet you, dearest, for 
quite a week, I'am dreadfully busy, you kuow, 
studying wy part for our new play. It is true 
that it isa non-speaking one, but still it requires 
study."— Extract srom Letter of Young Lady. 


f bathing suit! I go into the 


INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—THE SULTAN OF TURKEY. 


song, composed expressly for the occasion, while he gracefully reclined Turkish 
fashion, and smoked a chibook, which happened to be mandy: The song conclude, 
the F.O.M. started to his feet. “Oh. Moon-eyed Lump of Delight !" cried he, passiou- 
ately ; “Come, fly with me to the isle of Mitylene, and you shall be my Sappho, while 
I will be your Phaon! But you will not throw yourself into the ean Sea, will 
you ?"——(4). “No!” thundered a voice, “but someone will be thrown into the 

jhorous—and in a sack!” It was the Sultan! Of course to attempt to interview 
him under the circumstances was absurd, especially as at that moment, Abdul 
Hamid II. clapped his hands, and his confounded Black Guards entered and bore the 
Old Man off to a dungeon.—(5). Then to him entered an aged diplomatist, and 
making the usual sign, intimated that the Sultan was not averse to giving him the 
option of a fine—terms cash. Whether that fine ever reached the Sultan's pocket is 
rather doubtful, Turks are such artful customers; but etill, it was no business of 
A. SLOPER'S. He obtained his freedom, and that sufficed for him. 


BEAUTY SLEEP DISTURBED. 


(1). “Oh, yes! oh, yes! this is tae proclaim McNab a ekoondril and a backslider,"— (2). Whea the Elder rushed out with quick lime,— 


Se a 


(8). And said, “ Another human fungus dissolved.” * 
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Here we are a——well, well, of course we are here again, that goes without mying, for where | When our physicians disagree :—At “ Lohengrin” the Frenchmen raved, But, happily, the piece was } 
else should we be but at our post, wheu duty calls upou us? On we go :—Svon at the Lyric we | saved :—Hurrah, my girls, the Guards are home! So with your “ Tommy” you can roam,—The sen 
shall see“ The Clockwork Man" by C. and G.:—Through ev'ry town our M.P.s stalk, And fill the | serpent has been seen again. Of courseit has! During the menths of September and October tho 
world with empty talk :—Our women folk, says Walter bold, We really must leave in the cold :— | mighty monster of the deep must and shall make itself visible to mortal eye. Where would 
The good old serpent once again Is seen upon the raging main :—Svme grave results we oft do sce | newspaper editors be without its aid, eh? Nowhere——-THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


MAKING UP A BAG. 


a! 


iN 


— 


SS ‘ ~~ 
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“Must have had too much Apollinaris water at the club last night ; 
it always leaves me with a splitting headache in the morning.” 


¢ 
ag IT ‘ 
ACR 
pea ha i il wt, 7 tt {Ll a 4 
Se NG ye ana as i 
aoa nies IN. THAT. | ‘y & . Cri} iN 
“What ! no breakfast again, Algy, dear? Whatever's the matter ?” | OSS | | 
‘| | 


“James!” “Yes, sir.” “What the dickens are you shaking that 
port up for? I'm not hungry.” 


Y 7 AN 
YY Z Y” ie 
Tip ms 
Vast <. . 
Johnson. That's the funniest thing for a long time. Ha, ha, ha! , ae <—_— 
Who told it vou? Gamekeeper. Excuse me, sir, but you have just shot a boy. 
Thomson. Your wife. Sportsman, Haw, indeed! Well, I have bet Sir Harry Trevor a fiver that my big will weigh { 


Johnson, Tle deuce she did! [And then he didn't think it a bit funny. heavier than his at the end of the day ; 80, if I go on at this rate, I shall win, anyhow. 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


——- 


A CHEQUE for £1,000 on the Camden Town Pranch of the Alliance 
Bank, and signed by Mr. Gilbert Dalziel, has this day been paid to 
Mr. George J. 
Hicks, Manor 
ty Lodge, 3t High 
) bury Grove, Lon- 
ue | don, a orl 
|) theman being the 
es | writer of the best 
Jaod@ verse in “Ally 
it, | | Sloper’s £1,000 
i | Competition.” It 
* has taken three 
months to ex- 
amine the verses 
sent in—July, 
August and Sep- 
tember. This may 
appear to some of 
our readers a very 
long time; but 
when one takes 
into considera- 
tion the fact that 
the merits of 
some tens of 
thousands of 
verses had to be 
considered indi- 
vidually, it will 
be seen that a 
long time was 
absolutely necessary. The terms of the competition will be within 
the memory of all, so we need not go into that. Here is the Prize 
Verse ; let it speak for itself :— 
“There was an old Fossil named SLOPER, 
Astronomer, Sage, Horoscoper ; 
He fell down the stairs, 
And saw Comets— in pairs, 
That unfortunate, fruity, old SLOPER!" 
Supporters of this Journal, Members of the Royal Family, Arch- 
bishops, Policemen, the Crowned Heads of Europe, and others are 
at perfect liberty to have the above printed on the backs of their 
gta | cards. A. SLOPER waives ouce and for aye all Copyright 
in the lines, pra bono publico. +" 


THE talented leading lady of the Daly Troop of Comedians, Ada 
Rehan, is not Ada Rehan after all, Her real name is Regan, 
The following information as to 
how she came by her adopted 
name may _ prove interesting. 
When she first appeared on the 
theatrical stage, the local printer 
in setting out the cast changed 
the iy er name into h, and de- 
scribed her as Rehan. The 
actress's début was highly suc- 
cessful, so being satisfied with 
her new name, she has ever since 
retained it in both public and 
private life. *° 


THE football season has 
opened in capital style. Already, 
four legs, six arms, nine collar 
bones, five wrists and twelve 
heads have been broken. [f this 
high pressure is kept up through- 
out the season the authorities 
will have to make arrangements 
for the erection of several more 
hospitals throughout the country. 


' 
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I 
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s 
SATURDAY evening, Septem- 
ber 19th, was spent by ALLY at 
a Grand Variety Concert, given 
for the benefit of Mr. A. H. 
Robarts, at the Kilburn Town 
Hall. Everything went off tothe 
satisfaction of everybody, and 
the pubs. of the neighbourhood 
were kept busy till long after closing-time in supplying the wants 
of the Eminent Littérateur and the crew of broken down journal- 
iste he had taken with him. « « 
s 


“WHERE is Balmaceda?” is the question that seems to be at 
present agitating the public mind. No answer is given, of course ; 
prtepe because no one knows, probably because no one cares. 

Sut, if he is living, the fact should be borne in mind that in him 
is seen the cause of the death of thousands of innocent people. If 
he seeks refuge in England, it is our sincere hope that the Govern- 
ment will see their way clear to hand him over to those who will 
deal out to him the punishment he so richly deserves, 

* 


Mase Love, in La Cigale, on tour, has played havoc with the 
hearts of the junior members of the Family. Jubilee, in fact, has 
burst into poetry. The opening lines run something to this effect : 

“Sweet Mabel Love, 

Thou art my dove!” 
ALLY is so delighted with this outburst, that he has not yet decided 
whether Jubilee shall be sent down to fill the vacant post of page 
boy at Lord Tennyson's, or be apprenticed to George KR. Sims. 


. 
ALTHOUGH Mr. S. W. Wills’ play, A Royal Divorce, recent] 
produced at the New Olympic, is certainly not what’ we were 
atone in expecting 


aN rom the author of 
( z ee Olivia and Charles 
( XY : ‘a J,, it is, nevertheless, 

oe - 77> a decidedly interest- 


ing production, and, 
staged in the magni- 
ficent manner it is, 
cannot fail to fill the 
People's theatre from 
pit to gallery with an 
audience who, under- 
standing enough his- 
tory toappreciate the 
various episodes de- 
peed: are, neverthe- 
ess, not sufficiently 


| ea 
Hw) 
Chiu 

14: ‘i, WA 


indignant at the 
manner in which Mr, 
Wills has allowed his 
imagination to get 
the better of his his- 
torical knowledge. 
Of the two principal 
members of the com- 
runy, Miss Grace 
luwthorne, as_ the 
Empress Josephine, 
does not show to advantage; but Mr. Murray Carson, as Napoleon, 


creates a decidedly xvod impression, and though a somewhat faulty | 


elocutionist, made it distinctly apparent that he is an actor both 
painstaking and observant. 


versed in it to feel | 


| 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE Guards have returned from Bermuda and are back again in 
London, and “The Girl { left Behind Me” is once more clasped in 
the armns of her loving Tommy. 
As for Tommy himself, has he 
suffered from his compulsory 
absence from England?) Nota 
bit of it; he has come back 
browner, stouter, and more 
manly than when he wentaway, 
and every Susan Jane, Mary 
Anne, Matilda or Harriet, as 
the case may be, is prouder than 
ever of her sold ier lover. 

" 


* 

THE Tivoli, Pavilion and 
Oxford Music Halls, as far as 
the strength of their pro- 
grammes are concerned, are 
romping in streets ahead of 
their rivals,andacapital night's 
amusement may be obtained 
at any of these three places, 


Tu Backboneless Fabric has 
this day conferred the “ Sloper 
Award of Merit” ‘pon Mons. 
Pauwus, because he is the 
greatest comic singer in France, 
“It’s right enough, for the sake 
of appearances, feyther,” ob- 
served Alexandry, “that you 
should sit in the stalls of the 
Troc., beaming all over, as if 
you understood what Paulus was saying, but fairly run in a corner 
»y Sam Hadams, you'd have to own up that you didn’t parley vou 
a single bally word. Bong Swarry, mong pere, Long Swarry.” 


* 

“ MICHAELMAS Day, Michaelmas Day! drat Michaelmas Day !" 
So said A, SLOPER at a meeting of his staff, who had assembled to 
discuss the possibilities of staving off the evils which are always 
to be met with in connection with Quarter days, to which sentiment 
the staff heartily and sympathetically answered, “ Hear, hear!" 
The condition of things at “The Sloperies’ at present is simply 
awful; not a single member of the staff has a penny in his pocket, 
ora shirt to his back, ruthless creditors being responsible for the 
former state of affairs, and “uncle” for the latter; all this misery 
and degradation is the result of Michaelmas Day. And yet we are 
taught to look upon September 29th as a day of festivity, wherein 
the succulent yoose is supposed to take a very active part. Succu- 
lent geese are all very wall in their way, but of what earthly use 
are thes when served up with tailors’ bills, taxes, rates, Lill accep: - 
ances, etc., ete., especially when the succulent goose is only con- 
spicuous by its absence? We awai t an answer, 


s 

“ FIGHTING, even when only in play, ain't all sugar and cream.” 
So spoke a gentleman well known both in military and civil circies, 
some 7 
years 
ago, while 
superin- 
tending 
the ar- 
range- 
ments for 
an Easter 
volunteer 
review. 
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than the Eminent himself. The truth of this startling assertion 

was never better exemplified than during the recent autumn 

manauvres, The shocking weather we have been treated to during 

the recent summer had made the ground selected for the manceuvres 

more like atypical Irish bog than anything else, and the soldiers’ 

boots and inexpressibles suffered accordingly. Fighting under these 

circumstances was not child's play, and we must all confess that 

on this occasion Tommy Atkins has well earned his winter's keep. 


- 


fe &\. 


* 

IN the course of some remarks made recently, Mrs. Kendal 
asserted that English dramatic critics are not incorruptible. This 
is turning on one’s best friends with a vengeance, and savours rather 
of an ungrateful nature. The question is, if the so-called corrup- 
tible critics had not given publicity to the fact that Mrs, Kendal 
was possessed of talents above the ordinary, would she have 
obtained that recognition which her merits so richly deserve? 


s 

WE are here to-day and gone to-morrow. So saith the old pro- 
verb. But this is not the case with the SLOPER family. Oh, dear, 
no. Having arrived in London 
from their annual seaside tour, 
here they intend to remain, and 
as for the going part of the cere- 
mony, well, we will discuss that 
subject in the early summer of 
next year. The family have had 
a very enjoyable tour, and if it 
had not been for the weather— 
(Avast there! Drop that subject. 
— Foreman Printer.) * * * Billy 
has come back in a fine condition, 
and as some Battersea lambs 
rudely put it, looks as if he has 
been fattening up for Christmas ; 
and as for tl.e girls (Dear little 
oh !—A. SLOPER). Certainly, 
dear little pets. It is only neces- 
sary to mention one or two re- 
marks overheard at the “ Friv.” 
bar to give our readers an idea of 
their appearance. “ Plumper than 
ever, eh, old boy?” “What col- 
ours!" “ Natural, too, bai Jove!” 
“So fascinating.” “Fetched me 
entirely, old chappie,” and so on, 
and so on, * 

* 


“From Dan unto Ginger cer 
Sheba,” as we observed, when 
diving intoarefreshment tent at 
the Brighton Pavilion a few even- 
ings back, after listening to good old Dan Godfrey's Grenadier 
Guards’ Band, we found nary a drop of “speerit” on tap. What an 
imbecile thing it does seem that, ata place like this, hundreds of 
thirsty souls must quatt atrated waters or nothing. Shade of 
King George, where art thou? 


(Saturday, October 3, 1891. 


A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 
A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING OCTOBER 10th, 1891, 
ss 
4th October, 1535.—Coverdale’s and Tyndale’s folio Bible 
iu English (printed abruad) would wppear to have been finished on 
this day, About 1810, a painstaking person made the following 


calculations and statements :— 
OLD New 


TESTAMENT, TESTAMENT, TOTAL. 
Books ee en Sasa 39 27 66 
Chapters ... aes Aes 929 260 1,189 
Verses ee 28,214 7,959 31,173 
Words ee oe w. 592,439 181,258 773,697 
Letters e + 2,728,100 838,380 3,556,4¢0 


The middle chapter, and the shortest, is Psalm exvii. The twenty- 
first verse of the seventh chapter of Ezra contains all the letters of 
the alphabet, reckoning | and J as the same letter, The nineteenth 
chapter of the Second Book of Kings, and the thirty-seventh 
chapter of Isaiah are alike. The shortest verse is John xi. 35, 
The divisions of chapters into verses were made by Stephens in 155), 


5th October, 1731.—In the Daily Advertiser of this date 
appeared the following :—* On Sunday morning, died, after three 
days’ illness, Mr. Button, who formerly kept Button's coffee house, 
in Russell Street, Covent Garden, a very noted house for wits.” 
Here Pope is reported to have said of Patrick, the lexicographer, 
that “a dictionary maker might know the meaning of ove word, 
but not of two put together.” 


" 6th October, 1644.—The first Turkey carpet manufactury 
was this day opened at Chaillot, in France. 


"th October, | 1851.—The largest attendance at the Great 
Exhibition of this year took place this day, the number of visitors 
being 109,915. 


8th October, 1789.—Belgrade was this day captured by the 
Austrians, 


“An Austrian army, awfully arrayed, 
Boldly by batteries besieged Belgrade ; 
Cossack commanders cannunading come 
Doubling destructiun'’s devasting drum.” 


Oth October, 1891.—St. Denys died. The French have 
adopted St, Denys as their patron ‘saint, in the same manner as the 
English have chosen St. George. The guardianship of the two 
countries is thus expressed in the chorus to the old ballad :— 

“St. George he was for England, 
St. Denys was for France, 
Singing, Honi soit qui mal y pense.” 


10th October, 1666.—“This day,” writes Evelyn, “was 
order'd a generall fast thro’ the Nation to humble us on the late 
dreadful contilagration added to ie Eee and warr the most dis- 
mall judgements that could be inflicted, but which, indeed, we 
highly deserved, for our prodigious ingratitude, burning lusts, dis- 
solute Court and profane and abominable lives. This made me 
resolve to go down to our parish assemblage, where our Doctor 
Freaclied. After which was a collection for the distress'd losers by 
the late tire.” 


WHAT SHE WANTED. 
“What can I do to gain your love?” 
An ardent suitor cried 
Unto a dainty damsel whom 
He met at the seaside. 


“Why, treat me!” said the simple maid. 
The youth replied, “ What to / 

1‘d spend a fortune, dear, to gain 
A single smile from you. 


“You cannot ask me for too much ! 
Your wish is law, my sweet. 

Oh! let me purchase costly jewels 
And lay them at your feet.” 


“T need not jewels,” the maid replied, 
“Nor seent, nor gloves, nor silks ; 
But, there—I'm fairly longing for 
A good blow out of whelks!" 


A BALLADE OF BRIGHTON. 

SHE is waiting in the darkness: she is waiting—by the door, 
and she hears the sad sea moaning as it beats the Brighton shore ; 
she hears the sad wind sighing through the browning Old Steyne 
trees, and upon her fevered furehead gently blows the southern 
breeze; but in vain she stands and listens for the coming of the 
one who to her is prince and hero, and is brighter than the sun. 
Close the door, oh, weeping maiden, close the door, and weep 
alone to the sighing of the branches, to the ocean’s sulleu moan ; 
to the tramp of the policeman, to the sobbing of the rain, as it falls 


| like tears from heaven, plashing on your window pane. Tet your 


eyes this night be rivers, and your hair a mourning veil, let your 
soul float out to heaven in a wild, despairing wail ; for the foot- 
steps of your hero do not echo on the shore, and to-night you'll 
never see him, tho’ you're waiting at the door; and you will not 
hear the music of the voice you love so well, you will only hear 
the moaning of the ocean's restless swell. Close the door, oh, 
weeping Maudie, look no more for him you love, better look for 
hope and comfort in the sombre sky above. ‘To your side your 
lover hero all your watching cannot win—he got boozed at the 
Bodega, and the peelers ran him in, 


WOMAN'S SWEET WILL. 

He was a choleric old gentleman, though big-hearted and 
generous to a fault, and the other day—you remember, the day it 
rained !—he weut pottering around some suburban property Jn 
which he had an interest, looking the workmen up and generally 
instructing them—well, let us say blessing everybody within ear- 
shot. When he reached his own door that night, up to his kuees, 

retty well, in clay and mortar and lime, his dear, good better- 
halt popped her head out of the door and, seeing his bespattered 
condition, said— 

“T hope, James Soonover, you're not labouring under the 
impression that you're coming into this house just as the oil cloth’s 
been bee's-waxed, and with all that mud on you. I'm not going 
to have the place turned into a pig-wallow just because you choose 
to go fooling about with your outlandish jerry-built villas that 
won't let for dog-kennels, So understand !"" and she slammed the 
door. 

Yes, the choleric old gentleman “ understood.” : 

More than that, he sat down upon the coping stone of the rail- 
ings and objurgated until there was a blue and sulphurous air all 
the way down the road, and the people epposite w ondered what 
the cause was of the coppery taste with which their oxygen was 


| being impregnated. He objurgated the mud, and he objurgated 


the clean oil cloth, He anathematised the man who invented mud, 
and execrated the man who spread it. He heaped malediction 
upon malediction upon the head of the woman who growled and 
upon the cause that made her growl. He swore seven stories high 
at the man who had mud on his boots, and fulminated the man 
who had built those articles of wear, Then he wound up by 4 
grand peroration, in which he verbally condemned and scalped 
everything and everybody over an inch and a half high. 

Ly this time all the neighbours had taken to the brickfields, the 
paint on the house door had been blistered, and the watch-dog at 
the next villa was dying in three tableaux. ‘Then he stopped. A 
three-fold silence fell upon the scene, from which the quiet tones of 
his wife's voice arose, as she said, calmly— - 

“And now, James, dear, if you have done swearing and removed 
the mud from your boots as I told you to do, come on in, and we'll 
have evening prayers.” 
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Saturday, October 3, 1891.) 
THE RETURN OF THE WANDERER. 


[The Sra Serpent having, according to the papers, been at last sighted for the 
first time this season, Mr. SLOPER has secured, at great expense, the following 
translation of the good old 8. S.'s remarks.) 


Lo! here I am again! 
= 1s Good old Monster of the 
Cole (2 me Main— 

- 960d CAF Gen Serneny The giddy, gay sea serpent 

fa who's to editors a 
friend ; 
I'm a boon when things 
are dull, 
Quite a pal when there's 
alull— 

Yea, a rollicking old reptile 
on whom journals can 
depend. 

Certain people, I have 
read, 
Fancied I was lost, or 


——- .. SGa/7 
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? 
But, you see, I’ve just drop- 
in again to murmur, 
“ How d'ye do?” 
For I knew how you must 
yearn 
For this wanderer's re- 


turn 
And would find the season 
vapid if J didn't come 
in view ! 
They have lately trieda lot 
To supplant me (have 
they not ?). 
What with Children’s Ears and Manners, and the Slavery of Drink ! 
And that strange Mahatma boom ; 
Thought to oust me, I presooin ; 
But, at last, they had to call me in, my Other Eye to Wink ! 
And when I found they'd tried 
To put my claims aside, 
Did Z put ona surly air, and frown and fume and pout? 
No; when I observed their need, 
From below I came with speed ; 
For Z'm the Merry Monster that they cannot do without ! 
aS Sa 


A SHATTERED IDOL. 

IT was in the Mugwash express that [ met her. She was late for 
it; we were almost off. There was a sort of scuffle outside, a porter 
shouted, “Jump in anywhere, miss, please,” the door opened, a lady 
entered hurriedly, the guard's whistie sounded and the train glided 
slowly out of the great London terminus, 

I stolea glance at my fellow-passenger. Heavens! how beautiful, 
how radiantly lovely she was! Never before had | seen so glorious 
so divine a being! As she sat there, languidly fanning herself with 
an exquisitely embroidered 

cket-handkerchief, her 

air cheeks delicately 
flushed and her perfectly 
moulded bosom gently 
rising and falling from 
her recent exertion, her 
glorious ascintillant hair 
Chee out beams of 
golden light, as the early 
rays of the morning sun 
which streamed in through 
the window fell upon it, I 
felt instinctively that I 
was in the presence, not 
only of one of England's 
fairest daughters, but of 
one in’ whose veins ran 
some of the bluest blood ‘i 
in the realm. The clear 
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cut features, the delicate Hy | ’ ) 
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the unstudied grace of her 
every movement were all 
indications of exalted birth. I really felt quite sorry—respectfully 
sorry for her—that she, a proud patrician and daughter, doubtless, 
of a hundred earls, should have nm so hustled into the carriage. 

I blessed the train for its snail-like speed—as I gazed in speechless 
and deferential admiration at the divine creature opposite me. But 
the greatest joys are fleeting, and even the journey to Mugwash 
cannot last for ever ; and when, as we entered the little station, I 
sw my companion preparing to alight, 1 awoke from my brief 
dream, feeling as if the light of my life were going from me. 

Ah! that smart footman on the platform is evidently waiting to 
conduct my fellow-passenger to ber carriage outside. No, he 
passes on. But, stay ! who is this farmer-like individual who stares 
at and then greets her? Ah! what is that he says: “So you be 
Muster Cornsheaf’s new wench, be ye? Well, yeebe a toidy wench 
for a Lunnoner. Maister he sent me to meet ye, being strange 
loike. Where's yer box?” A mist came before my eyes, but 
through it I saw a shapely hand indicate a large yellow painted box, 
and then—then the train mercifully started on its way again, 

—— 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
No. 14.—LARKIE DELMONT. 


Ir Shakespeare in our 
age could live, 
And know the fairies 
of the “ Friv.,” 
He would not now with 
scorn exclaim, 
Asonce he did, “What's 
ina name?” 
No, he would say, 
with pride sin- 
cere 
To the stage’s 
brightest star, 
“Oh, Larkie ! Larkie ! 
Larkie, dear ! 
What a Jarkie one 
you are!” 


Each maid of intellec- 
tual mind 
= Is deemed to-day to be inclined 
To hypochondria, gloom and woe, 
Yet one exception | can show. 
Though learned, Larkie’s ever 
blithe, 
And her laughter peals afar. 
Oh, Larkie! Larkie! Larkie lithe ! 
What a larkie one you are ! 


With hearts of men, from day to day, 
She plays, as cats with rodents play ; 
She's great at nap and bagatelle ; 
She billiards, crickets, footballs well ; 
She jests, she jokes, the jovial minx! 
She Junkets, jollifies and jinks. 

She's skilled with “ bike” and boxing-glove ; 

She can smoke a choice cigar. 

Oh, Larkie! Larkie! Larkie, love! 

What a larkie one you are! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


—— 


STRATFORD ROAD, BIRMINGHAM, September 15th, 1891. 
DEAR S1R,—My object in writing is this: There is a person here 
who seems to delight in ridiculing you and your paper. To me, asan 
old reader, this is very offensive to hear. Of course he pooh-poohs 
the idea of the £1,000 Prizc, and can’t think how people can be such 
fools as to try for it. 1am included as onc of the fools, Although 
I tried for prizes, including the recent one for £1,000, I always 
considered my “SLOPER” paper good for my muney without 
them ; still, I should be silly if 1 didn’t avail myself of your good- 
ness. The next time | hear the fellow ridicule you or your paper, 
shall I treat him with contempt or give him a good punch in the 
head? 1 don't expect you will advise the latter, although I almost 
feel tempted to do it. Yours obediently, and always a “ SLOPER” 

reader, FRANK HODGE, 


P.S.—I daresay you get many offensive sayings sent to you. It 
is a cruel shame ! 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 


No. 81—HE PROVIDES MATTER FOR AN ADDITIONAL CHAPTER 
To “Foxe'’s Book OF MARTYRs,” 


a herd ary ee te ag of the _ 
ook the Toper his topper and gamp, 
And, with heart cvecburtonad with grief, 
Started out, like a tramp, on the tramp. 
For his debts were (through boozing) immense, 
And his assets (through boozing) were nil, 
So in search of pounds, shillings and pence 
He careered over valley and hill. 
“Some good farmer will give me a tack 
As a cowboy or ecarer of crows!” 
And he journeyed till bent was his back, 
And his corns prs him fits in his toes, 
Then the Wreck, with fatigue and with sorrow oppressed, 
Laid him down, like a log, at the roadside to rest. 


O’er the highway, that evening at five, 
Went some hobbledehoys through the mud, 
And they cried, “ Mercy ou us alive, 
Here is one of the Babes in the Wood! 
And, jewillikins ! don’t he just snore? 
So, for fear he be plundered by thieves, 
‘Let us act like the robins of yore,— 
Let us cover him over with leaves!” 
So decided, so done. And full soon 
On his back, like a troglodyte dead, 
Lay the Blighted Baboonish Buffoon, 
With a blanket of leaves o'er him spread. 
And his nose, which alone was uncovered, forbore 
To indulge in that vulgar, that cowboyish snore ! 


O’er the highway, that evening at six, 
A despondent equestrian rode, 
And he moaned, “ Here's a deuce of a fix ; 
I'll be perished, and jiggered, and blowed 
If 1 know where I’ve got to. But, stay ! 
In yon meadow a farmer I see. 
I'll run over and ask him the way, 
While my horse to this stump of a tree 
Shall be tied.” From his charger he sprang, 
And securely he haltered its head 
To the stump of the tree: then slapbang 
O'er the field to the farmer he sped. 
But anon he turned round and turned white: 
Down the road, in excitement’s wild throes, 
Rushed his charger with main and with might, 
While, fast tied by the nose to its nose, 
There was dragged, madly shrieking, through mud and 
through mire, 
The ethereal form of A. SLOPER, Esquire ! 


ee 


OUR FELLOW PASSENGER. 

OWING to circumstances over which we had no control we rode 
up from Lewes the other day ina “third,” and preserved the follow- 
ing fragments of a conversation we overheard between two gentle- 
men seated next us :— 

“* When did yer come out, George?” 

“ Lars’ Tuesday.” 

“Tet’s see—'ow much did yer get?” 

“Three—with ‘ard ; and three days’ extry bread an’ water at the 
werry furst start.” 

“Blow me lovely ! ow was that?” 

“W'y, jes’ for passin' a few remarks, They chucked me some o’ 
the orfullest clobber to git into ye ever see. ‘Wot's this?’ says [ 
to the bloomin’ warder, ‘That's yer little outfit o’ livery,’ says he, 
‘an’ I sh’d reccermend yer to slip into it perishin’ quick.’ Well, 
the jacket wasn’t so dusty, but the trousers !—lor’ lummy, cully, 
they was up to my knees! ‘J’yer, guv'nor,’ says I, ‘I fancy you've 
giv’ me the wrong pair—these wouldn't fit a boy o’ ten,’ I says. 
‘Don't ‘ave so much jaw, but slip into ‘em, my lad,’ says he. ‘We 
don’t keep a fitter from Poole’s, the tailor’s, ‘ere.’ An’ jes’ for that 
little heppysode they stuck me on three days.” 


—_———_————_ 


TO BRIDE AND BRIDEGROOM. 


MortTAL to sever your 
Hearts may not dare ; 

Now and for ever, you re 
Destined to share 

Grief and beatitude. 

Learn, then, with gratitude, 

Learn the old platitude— 
BEAR AND FORBEAR, 


Rage and impatience your 
Bosoms may tear, 
Paltry vexations your 
Kindness impair. 
Then be your wisdom shown ; 
Make not the moody moan, 
Stifle the surly tone— 
BEAR AND FORBEAR, 


Sparks evanescent may 
Kindle a flare ; 

Wounds recrudescent may 
Cerements prepare. 

Quick tongue and temper tart 

Often have torn apart 

Fond heart and Joving heart— 
BEAR AND FORBEAR. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


APPROPRIATE motto from Macaulay fora florist—“ Charge for 
the Golden Lilies.” 

WHEN SLOPER gets amongst sailors, he describes himself as “an 
old sea dog.” The Double Distilled Hypocrite alludes to Batter- 
sea, 

PARADOX.—A “Slow” Process—A fifty days’ “ fast.” 

WoULDp it be right to describe the father of McNab the Elder as 
McNab the Elderer? ; 

Q. What proof is there that we have progressed greatly in the 
matter of cannsion | A, Children now go in for the rule-of-free 
immediately on entering echool. 

SINCE Tottie Goodenough started trysting with SLOPER, why is 
she like Justice ?—Because she is often me(e)ted out by a beak. 

THE pleasantest method of being “demd "—To be dia-dem‘d. 

SLoPER, having no valet, braces his “bags” every morning. On 
the morning of October 1st he also bags his braces. 
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SLOPER'S SELECT LIBRARY. 


THE CORSAIRS’ BRIDE; 
OR, THE CRUISE OF THE “JEMIMA JANE." 
(A TALE OF THE RAGING Maly.) 
pues 


CHAPTER VII. 


THE crew of the Jemima Jane heard the order to shorten sai! 
and cast anchor with amazement. The anchor was so little used 
that it had been black- 
leaded and used as an 
ornament by the taste- 
ful sailors; but when 
they heard the reason 
for the order, they were 
even more amazed, 
The vessel was to be 
anchored so as to have 
her head to the wind, 
and thus allow the 
breezes to play freely 
on the operation of 
cutting off the beard 
of Captain Spitfire, 
preparatory to his 

ing shaved. 

The crew ap gene 
the value of the ar- 
rangement, which 
would enable the short 
hairs to be blown right 
over the taffrail of the 
vessel, rather than that 
they should pervade 
the whole ship,as well 
as the soup; but they 
could not recognize 
the necessity for the 
shaving at all. They 
knew Captain Spitfire 
asa hairy faced man ; 
what he might be as a 
smooth faced, clean shaven person they shuddered to think of. 
They concluded the captain was mad. 

But it was not the comfort of the crew which had dictated this 
arrangement. It had been suggested by Roderick Smith. That 
wily peeon meditated a great coup d'état, and he was deter- 
mined to make it an effective tableau. His secret reason for anchor- 
ing the vessel was that the crew might have nothing to do, that all 
hands might be about the deck as onlookers when the crisis of the 
tragic drama was reached, so that he might scoop in the applause 
of all ut one swoop. 

Captain Spitfire was seated on the poop deck in a chair. He was 
usually a picturesque feature in a marine picture. His buckles and 
pistols and boots 
and scornful frown 
were all calculated 
to strike the be- 
holder with awe, 
but, at the present 
moment, all the im- 
pressiveness of the 
Inan’s appearance 
was fost Hits bat- 
tery of artillery, his 
buckles, his ts, 
had all disappeared 
from view, amid the 
folds of the gigantic 
lug-sail of the jolly 
boat, and the only 
portion of him left 
to the public gaze 
was his_ scornful 


An ineffective frown. 


We frown, which was 
IZ very ineffective, 
“Z owing to the ab- 
Z sence of the aceom- 

Zz paniments. 
wre Roderick Smith 
o had calculated all 


this beforehand. 
He knew that no 
one looked a hero 
when in the hands 
of his barber, and 
he carefully ac- 
centuated all the indignities which a really self respecting barber, 
who knows his business, can inflict upon his victim. He 
jammed Captain Spitfire’s head to one side and then to the 
other, and made him look up and down, from east and west and 
north and south; but he had reserved the last crowning indignity 
for the final moment. He knew that if the operation of ee | 
had lowered the captain's influence among the crew, the act he h 
reserved for the last moment would elicit some response. When 
the hairs had been cut short enough, he carefully soaped the cap- 
tain’s chin, his eyes, his ears and his neck, after the playful manner 
of shavers, and then he stropped the razor. 

As he approached the lathered captain every eye was on him 
every breath was hushed. Mrs. Spitfire leaned upon the taffrail of 
the vessel, vainly trying to still her beating heart. Roderick knew 
the moment of fate had come. Carefully he poised the razor in his 
right hand, and with his left he took hold of Captain Spitfire’s 
nose. The crowning indignity was too much for the crew, that 
anyone should fon- 
dle the captain's nose 
was undreamt of, 
anda half suppressed 
groan was heard. 

toderick had cal- 
culated exactly. He 
had also been a 
butcher in his early 
career, and, in a 
second, he had seve- 
red Captain Spittire’s 
jugular, and the cape 
tain was dead. Then, 
springing forward 
towards the crew, 
with a revolver in 
eneh hand and the 
razor in his teeth, 
Roderick Smith 
roared out, in tones 
of thunder— 

“Gentlemen, I 
claim to be your cap- 
tain by right of con- 
quest! I now desire 
to be your captain 
by right of papal 
election! ote 
square, or I shoot !” 

A tumultuous and 
unanimous cheer 
burst from the crew ac one cried, “ Three cheers for Captain Smith !” 

“My ownest own!" murmured the widow of Captain Spitfire, as 
she threw herself upon the manly bosom of the newly elected 
Corsair King. (To be continued next week.) 


Iudignities. 


Stropped the razor. 
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THE “F.0.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. ACCEPTED WITH A VENGEANCE. 
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A CLOSE SHAVE. 
ae Friend. No one can anticipate the morrow, dear 
rv. 
BRecond Friend. Can't they, thongh? Then yon just 
jolly well have a scrape at my barber's, and feel him 
anticipating the next day's growth, skin and all. 


No, 293,-Mr. Geonrce J. Bryer, F.0.S. * 
“The gentleman whose features the able pen of our artist has , 
Qepicted above was born in Melbourne, which, as every good Futzamiffer. By the way, Miss Snapper, I have a couple of stalls for the theatre to-night. May I hope that 
little Board School scholar is aware, is a charming ane village you will accompany me? 
fiLuated somewhere in Australia, Born as he was o! eminent Miss Si 7. Oh, thank you vi » Fi i _ 
Te es tat ee Hoes en chase nappe 1 nk you very much, Mr. Fitzsmiffer, I shall be delighted ; but ma must go with us as 
ee oe Fitesmiffer (hesitatingly), Ya-as, certainly. 
f Black Miss Snapper (effusively). And ma never gocs anywhere without pa, you know, and I am sure they would “Say, Lottie, I've turned Theosophist.” “ What’ ( 
Bloodandskilly Pass, At the ago never think of going without little Willie. And there's dear Alice—wilhout whom I never go toa Cheats “Why, these chappies who exe greet tel gated aah AA 
He acecpted, and, she will be in raptures. We shall make an awful jolly party, you know, and, oh! how very kind of you to things.” “I won't speak to you any more, Teddy, now 
1 Chutney, played invite us, dear Mr. Fitzsmiffer. ([Fitzsmiffer eels a little unwell, you've turned broker's man.” : 


every imaginabh pt fom Ee Gaels bee Span a ee LE a ae 
boy in Nicholas Vickleby. sturning to Melbourne loa: t! 

faine amd riches, he developed a torpid liver, and decided to t THE ASTRO NOME R IN IRELAND. 
a voyage to England as the best method of stirring it up. He ae 

came, and soon after his arrival was asked by Mr. Willie 
Edouin to accept the post of acting manager. Our hero's 
courtesy and willingness to oblige are proverbial. He acceptel, 
aud it was mainly owing to his energy that Our Flat proved the 
emphatic snecess it did. Chiefly because he's what an acting 
manager should be, he was created F.O.8., and the ‘Sloper 
Award of Merit’ presented to him August 17th, 1389," —Debrett 
Inproved. 
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JHE GALLANT OLD BUGLER FINDS IT WON'T BLOW. 


(1). Professor Startwinkle (to his pupil). “ You will soon, my young friend, experi- hanged in the ‘78 !"-—(3). Pat R “ Beda 
Le) Lae serene tranquility of spirit which is engendered by the contemplation of this toime! Come round the back tne doyke eles pedigree ace 
weet he arealy, orbs.” The Pupil. “ Indeed, sir!"——(2). Pat Rooney (homeward | ——(4). Professor. “1 perceive, my young friend, that a total eclipse will shortly be 
. de. hisht, Mick, did ye see yonder ? * Mick Casey. “ Begob, Oi do! Shure it's | observable in this neighbourhood.”” Pupil. “ Lor’, sir!"——(5). “Hooray! There's 
he moonloightin’ bhoys that's waitin for ye wid a gun, becase yer uncle's second | the old josser’s ‘eclipse,’ right enough! But I should say he'd got bally well sucked 
cousin's shtep-sisther's grandfather took a farrm that belonged to a bhoy that was | in over the ‘serene tranquility’ that he's been talking of. I'm off. Ta, ta, all.” 


DANCING GIRLS. | A SELL. A FATALIST. 


; Hibsees matey, there's a general. Look at the embroidery on 

his coat.” 

“General? Gar on! His old woman worked that for him 
afore he came out.” 


“ Promised the Spiffins girls T would take them on the entes “7 
PHEASANT SHOOTING. No. 14. river last Sunday. Mrs, Sudds had a spite against me about ° : 
Time—4 P.M. The girl who will introduce you to duffing a miserable bill, so sent me home the wrong flannels, Had “Confound the glass! it points to more wet, so I suppose I 
Jones. Look here, MacFarlane, let us go home. It's raining. partners. to pretend I was ill.” ~ must go back again to the ‘ Blue Cow,’ there's no help for it.” 
5 ; 
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